diwo documentation project, month #1 


date - time - relation to diwo - relation to dixon avenue 


08.05.24 
Dixon Avenue 


>07:47 An alarm labelled “out of bed lazy” goes off but it is too late. Last night’s 
meeting was excellent, we talked for a long time in the forum of Queen’s Park Amphi- 
theater. Chris, El, Coire, Rory, Noa and new member Isabel attending along with hon- 
orary member Jorgi, a dog from Cyprus. Rory and Noa are forming a circle dedicated 
to refining the documentarian role within the collective, and have begun a 30 day daily 
documentation in this shared Google doc with the intention of exploring and refining 
the voice with which they have been documenting thus far. Plenty of gorilla chat last 
night as per usual, it’s the banana bread of life. 


mt florida 


>08:51 ‘and we are OFF!’ retroactively recorded from North of Dixon avenue 
where the sun was shining lazily shining in the not quite early, not quite mid, morning 
minutes. diwo’s digital realm was a fiery pit of messages and notifications, el shared 
photographic evidence that the night did indeed happen. all are chuffed. ‘some photos 
of gen’s holiday’ too. thinking of the banana i just consumed. thinking about gorillas. 
thinking about the guy with the long hair at lidl and shopping baskets in a row on vicky 
rd, full of bananas, and the cctv. thinking of the lazy light of scottish spring and the 
promise of summer to come. more later! 


09.05.24 
Dixon Avenue, abed 


>05.59 Various clocks and watches in the bedroom beep the hour, all seem to be 
early. He is always rushing. 


Yesterday's attempt to source an old thermal printer from Brooklyn Café was unfruitful, 
so some internet research was in order. Research included a video of a child hacking 
one with Python, looking exactly like a big dork. When acquired, the thermal printer will 
be used to print minutes of meetings to paste around Govanhill. 


You chew gum like you’re trying to finish it off. 
Today, work continues. There has been chatter outside the bedroom window, someone 


has erected scaffolding right outside without asking. It feels very intrusive and yet still 
he has woken up without underwear on. 


crosshill 


>13:03 balmy day, facing toward the north. grey and warm and some kind of 
summer. diwo is quiet, both the real and the imposter- do it with others, they said. and 
we shall! documentation on the mind, sneakers on the feet, and sun on the face. tout 
pour le mieux, dans le meilleur des mondes. 


10.04.24 
Parveen’s Canteen 


>14:37 Slept through alarm, late to work but pretended the shift was supposed 
to start at 10. Brain is all fizz fizz fizz, busy lunch service at work and there’s no time at 
all to make art! But it is still being made up there in the fizz. Yesterday’s output was 3 
posters that said 


They were posted up around the Brooklyn Café kitchen for staff members to exercise 
their mid-service frustration 
upon. 


Private View tonight of Annie Metzger’s work at the Intermedia Gallery at CCA, Diwo 
has been notified via Signal but perhaps an early night is in order for some members. 


Want to write more but simply do not have the time, got to clean down by 16:00. 


>23:37 FROM THE WEST 

FACING EAST 

DIWO THINKS ABOUT FLASH MOBS AND BIG GOBS AND CHEWING GUM ON 
SIDE WALKS 

sly talks old walks good stalks (of broccoli) 

someone reminds someone to document 

and just in the nick of time 

they do. 


11.05.24 (12.05.24) 
Dixon Avenue 
>00:20 fuck | totally forgot, it’s been so sunny | fell into a dream. 


>00:24 in sync it seems 


a day of sunny goodness 
it was probably needed from a place deep within 
iam happy 


>08:32 There is thunder coming later, around 19:00. For now the remnants of a 
barbecue litter the garden, and ornery pigeons are scrapping on a windowsill. Perhaps 
they are fighting for the best view. 


Dreams of her cling to the brain, and the scant time left before work is spent disentan- 
gling thoughts before service begins. The Brooklyn Cafe will be busy today and focus 
will be required if the kitchen is to stay on time. 


Little collective activity over the weekend, the sun has everyone outside and in a state 
of EXTREME RELAXATION. The clouds will break later, and the wherewithal will wash 
back over us in time for a meeting on Tuesday. We made £14 extra on online ticket 
sales for the fundraiser on 26.04.24. 


>10:32 notes copied from piece of paper as it was a no screen sunday: Queens 
Park, facing north (towards Dixon Avenue) 

Collective activity is low, perhaps because members are spending their time enjoying 
the warm temperatures and rays of sunlight- no longer shy children, not in Spring, no 
sir-ee! Eyes shall remain peeled over the week for more activity. 


13.05.2024 


>12:17 From west of Dixon, facing south, this passage is written. Hot asphalt, 
overcast sky, the smells of childhood summers and dust and humid air. The greens 
have finally unfurled into their full versions for the coming season, perhaps the Collec- 
tive has too? Instagram activity has risen and though this may not be representative of 
real life activity, it is still an activity in itself. 


Dixon Avenue 


>14:00 Edie shared the video of the first collective action, a football match on a 
piece of stalled ground near Kilbirnie St. El mentions that it’s nice seeing on pitch inter- 
actions considering how little we knew one another then. 


Brain is frying, (phone tried to autocorrect this to ‘crying’ - also accurate). Two dear 
friends are wedding this Saturday in a remote location, a castle even. It feels like the 
ceremony is taking place in the past, one to which | am unwilling to return. Stress levels 
MM ARGH. 


Trying to stay focused on the present, and the future. Diwo is the future. 


14.5.24 
Dixon Avenue 


>07:24 “Hey is the meeting on tonight?” goes the rallying call. 
Woken up a bit now, sleep is getting better. Noone has been seen on the scaffolding 
outside the bedroom window, so the reason it is there is unclear. 


Hopefully there is a meeting tonight, Freddie and Edie were seen on Victoria Road 
yesterday so it’d be good to keep a discourse flowing and momentum rolling. 


It has been wet in Glasgow the last couple days, the Sunday-promised storm failed to 
materialise in full splendour and has instead been leaking out of the sky in drips and 
drabs. The result is: very drab. 


>09:04 From under the fluorescent lights only found in medico-dental facilities, 
approximately 0.7 miles (according to Google maps) from the westernmost tip of Dixon 
Avenue: 

Collective messages ping, 

‘are we meeting tonight?’ 

ʻi am keen! 

Documentation feels necessary, but also tiring. It also feels endless, one could docu- 
ment constantly and still not manage to capture even half of everything in its essence. 
Words, images, feelings, smells— a physicalist ontology defines and underpins how 
to interact, exist within, and remember the world- is physical documentation the only 
way? 


Under these circumstances, it is exhausting to imagine documenting, or wishing to be 
documenting, as much as possible, for the rest of all eternal existence. Mother wrote 
to daughter under time of duress for daughter: 

‘Life is easy to chronicle, bewildering to practice, my love. EM Forster said so’ 
Daughter disagreed even then, not only because she was being disagreeable, but be- 
cause she actually found it bewildering to chronicle as well. 

‘But to practice is to chronicle, mum’, she said. 

Mother looked at daughter with her big blue eyes and big curly hair and saw her as 
an extension of herself, just as she had from the first time she laid eyes on her when 
daughter was still attached to her by a cord. The physicalism of the situation is unbear- 
able. 

And until there’s a better way, they shall keep physically documenting, chronicling, 
practising, or wishing they were doing so. 


15.05.24 


>00:10 lied to my flat mate that | was going to bed. She is concerned that | am 
burning out, my brother said | have too many feelings and my mum said “I don’t know 
what you believe in anymore”. That was last November and nothing has changed. 


Excellent collective meeting last night (feels weird call it that considering it technically 
ended 10 minutes ago) that was as much a hangout as it was an exchange of ideas as 
it was an organisational nexus. | am delighted and concerned at how much being part 
of DIWO feels like life as a high. It feels apart, separate, exterior. It is an escape. | am 
an imposter. 


Tongue-tied. 

| am enjoying my new duty as documentarian. 
| should return to the 3rd person. 

See you in the doc! 


>14:35 Dixon avenue facing east- en route to post office 

Arrived a little over 2 hours late to the meeting last night, which is quite late, even for 
me. A fruitful and fruity meeting in the post colonial nostalgic decor that Mi Chaii offers 
free of charge. A crocket set, a Kashmiri tourism poster, an Orientalist painting featur- 
ing a beautiful woman, suggesting an exotic eroticism. | wonder if meeting amongst 
these items was a help or a hindrance to productivity? Please discuss. 


Returning to third person and reporting mode now- Bubl wrote something about a birth- 
day and pubs and drinks at his later, a construction site radio blares an advert about 
the new tinned section at Iceland being only 65p. Uncertain as to what this means, but 
it sounds affordable at the very least. 


Debriefing the difficulties of documentation and the doldrums of being a modern da 
Vinci (just kidding, none of the collective members fancy themselves da Vincis, it was 
just for the alliteration) was refreshing and reassuring. They are not alone, they are 
many, and best of all, they are together (or dogether, if we want to stick to the allitera- 
tions). 


16.05.24 
In dreams (but still on Dixon Avenue) 


>08:25 Dithering in the doorway, slipping back and forth between sleep and 
not-quite-wakefulness. The day begins without asking anyone if they mind. A perfor- 
mance of Home Boys Home by The Mary Wallopers scores the first coherent thoughts 
of the morning. Not much collective activity (this time of day is really too early to be 
sitting down in the doc) but there were birthday drinks last night at Ryan’s Bar and then 
at Buble’s flat if the chat is to be believed. Absent, as per usual. Busy, as per usual, or 
hiding, as per usual? Busyness is camouflage. 


There is a wedding which is occupying all discourse outside of DIWO. “Where’s our 
invite?” You can have this one. 


The delight of Ye Vagabonds singing Lowlands of Holland now stalks the dawn-dark 
halls of this dark house. 


>23:52 It was once written, 
just in the nick 


whilst the collective is spread 
along the Avenue of Dix 


If the rhyme were not spoken 
the documentation would be broken 


And my apologies for the lack 
of wit 


17.05.24 


>00:26 May’s well since it is already here... the next day that is (technically). Lo- 
cation is Dixon Avenue, west end, south side. Tiredness is overcoming my will to doc- 
ument- oh how rare. It’s not the third person, always, but | can’t think properly enough 
to convert it right now. | can’t remove myself from my narration, my eyes little leaden 
paperweights trying to close themselves, like those automated doors. 


‘Lock the doors, and cover the blinds, because we are going to have a freaking Kiki’ 


Thank you to the Scissor Sisters for this wisdom- we shall remember it! Little collective 
action today, but in a good way. Bubl’s bday last night and ran into Fliss this morning 
along V road. Good to see us all out and about, enjoying the long long days and warm 
warm nights. | look forward to more of these in the future too. OOHHH why am | writing 
like a Linkedin recruiter for a marketing agency— loosen TF upP man! Speak veryvery 
soon 


Somewhere near bumfuck nowhere, next to a big lake 


>11:05 Rory sat in a car with two bitter old people busy taking absolutely no joy 
in life. Wedding imminent, anxiety arrived earlier. Reading google doc after doc, table 
plans, groomsmen plans, Finnish family singing plans, York family drinking plans. No- 
where does it say how to stand up in front of 150 strangers and speak without mum- 
bling, murmuring, stumbling or spitting accidentally. 


Assuming DIWO will be hitting the sun today. There’s no time to think about it. 


18.05.24 


Ardkinglas 

>07:29 Dawn in the Scottish countryside, the sound of a cuckoo, cuckoo, cuck- 
OO. 

>10:46 transcribed from paper: properly South of Dixon avenue, Turbine Hall 


is heaving. People passing through a white cube, a concrete jungle, a well designed 
block with ‘art from all over the world’. Is this what it is all about? Unsure. Must get back 
to tabling - can explain later. XXXX 


19.05.2024 


>10:49 2 days, same spot, notes recorded only minutes apart. Still far Souuth of 
Dixon and turbine hall continues to heave. Friende, more, people, questions, speaking. 
| got a few books and a new shirt (not third person, sorry). Collective activity is low, 
though Rory nudged me this morning after finding my documentation empty. | love the 
nudge, a nudge is a sign of care. Need to learn to nudge myself? 

Back to the Turbine hall (there’s a plaque that says Sir William Arrol, GLASGOW grav- 
ing dock’. Glasgow, even here. Till tomorrow. 


20.05.24 
Back safe at Dixon Avenue 


>06:11 An early night precipitates an early morning. Looking forward to 
looking forward. A coffee percolator hisses meanly in the kitchen, unread whatsapp 
messages built up over a busy weekend are answered rapidly, a bedroom is defrocked 
of several piles of clean laundry. DIWO regains the full attention of Rory, who is think- 
ing now of the Amphitheater gorilla disruption and would like very much for it to come 
to pass soon. 


He woke up to what sounded like someone knocking at his front door, but upon investi- 
gation found no one there. He is becoming more taken with the meaning of his dreams, 
despite never having been very superstitious prior to this moment. 

The scaffolding outside the bedroom window continues to be completely unused, and 
combined with the bars over the window creates a lattice-play of shadows across the 
bed and floor and part of the wall. 

Govanhell raises its head once more. 


A piece of discarded plasterboard, hastily scrawled upon reads: 


BAN! 


the incomplete 

work taking over 

fear of failure 
overthinking 

chasing perfection 
missing deadlines 
INDOLENCE + APATHY 


Dated 08 May 2024 


north of dixon, approximately at the same longitude as my flat, near the eglinton toll — 


>18:16 I’ve just run into Rory at the corner of Dix and Vic, which | was and am 
happy about. Even though | am/was happy about it, when | first saw him | felt a slight 
pang of anxiety as | had forgotten to answer his message earlier in the day about meet- 
ing re documentation/other projects tomorrow post DIWO. But | am already an hour 
late to something right now, and | will be late to the meeting tomorrow, and so | decided 
to just admit my failures and tell him both of these things. Relief! 


On second thought, perhaps it wasn’t quite an anxious feeling, but rather a guilty one. 
It’s the feeling you get when you bail on the dinner that you were supposed to (and 
really want to) cook for your flatmates, except for you realize and remember your knack 
for double booking at the very last minute, and the flatmate dinner is the thing that ends 
up giving, and you feel guilty and sad and annoyed at yourself for not following through 
on something that you actually want to do in the first place. 


Anyway, it’s in the past now (recent past but still the past) and | am moving spatio-tem- 
porally towards Pasha, aka best hummous in Glasgow, as well as towards the end 
of this entry. | have a new feeling emerging with regards to the documentation by the 
way- firstly, I’ve consciously given up writing in the third person. It may be returned to 
in another entry, but | am aware and have been aware since the beginning of this pas- 
sage that | was writing in the solipsistic ‘Il’, and simply did not act to change it. Secondly, 
the official recording of collective activity in this diary has become less obvious, but | 
think it’s because now | think of this documentation as a form of collective activity in 
itself, which means that | feel less of a need to explicitly describe what is going on col- 
lective-wise, since writing this daily log and knowing that Rory is also writing and think- 
ing about this daily log (even if for a short minute), feels like a collective performance 
in itself. The sun is shining, my screen is reflective, and the exhaust fumes of the city 
centre are entering my cribriform plate, making me gag a little bit (in a good way sort 
of) (I am sensitive). Till tomorrow —- DIWO 


21.05.14 
Western end of Butterbiggins Road, bussin’ 
>08:56 DIWO stirs at the prospect of tonight’s meeting. What does everyone do 


in the week between meets? We should try living all in the same space one week so 
we can be observed and observe (and document Ofc). 


Waiting Room - Fugazi 


Here are some pieces of public art transcribed from the 7 bus into town. 


WAYS 
BHOYS JUST WANNA HAVE FUN 
UDAN 

except cycles 
clips 24 
RADA 
KLOSER 
peste 

WET PAINT 
WE SEE YOU 
ROOK 

SCAP 
CAST 

B365 

gustav peniz 
WAN 


sikey boys 

hmcf56 

Rabo __ 

pope 

v shag 

FUCK THE SUSTEM 

senser 

CENTRAL STATION 

KINK NIGEL 

Another brick in the pavement [repeated twice] 
COST 

SOS 

[many many QR codes] 

YOUR SKIN ON IT’S BEST DAY 

What price would you pay for true love? 
WHAT’S THIS SHIT ALL ABOUT? 
New Road Layout Ahead 


Eat out to help out! woohoo! [homer Simpson speech bubble] 


Notes on documentation experiment: 
Perfect example of selective bias on behalf of the documentarian 
Beautiful day for observation 


>11:18 MT FLORIDA MC (medical centre not maitre de ceremonie) 

Curtains open: 

Rory’s notes at a glance inspire and tempt me to dash away from my current place 
into Queens Park, far from the madding crowd. | still have a few hours at least of being 
under the bright, sterile, and inhospitable lighting that screams ‘WE ARE HERE TO 
IMPROVE YOUR HEALTH’. | think about this lighting, | feel it penetrate my pupils and 
soul, | feel distinctly less healthy whilst under it. | wonder about a project where people 
have to give continuous (documented) feedback on their inner state, one group under 
the lighting of ‘health’ (uncannily and sickeningly resembles the white cube), one under 
the golden haze of our lord(ess) and saviour the Sun. | already know the outcome. 


Documentation is tiring work- the DIWO chat in itself is a record of activity, and the 
next step is observing the record as it happens live, (‘metadocumentation’, perhaps). 
As Rory elicited, this has intrinsic bias, but in the way that no form of documentation 
is unbiased. So maybe the bias actually makes the record better, the documentarian 
becomes the platonic form of ‘a voice’, and we can all agree that sometimes details 
noticed by documentarians help to jog our collective memories when recalling things 
that have happened in the past. 


The sky whispers to me, grassy humps of the park (in my imagination, for there are no 
windows in my current place) beckon. | finish up the daily documentation performance- 
curtains close. 


22.05.24 
Dixon Avenue Creative Studios 
>08:12 Verisimilitude 


>8:48 south of Dixon Avenue, at the latitude of Cathcart road 

Walking by hill grocers: confectionery, newspapers, soft drinks, sandwiches. A vintage 
kind of font for a vintage kind of store. 

Schoolchildren, their matching little uniforms too big or too small, horsing around be- 
fore galloping across the street, into the shop. 


| record, | document, | keep walking and avoid craning my head to keep watching the 
scene unfold. It’s out of my field of vision, it’s gone, for all | know the children and the 
shop only existed for the brief moment in which | caught them. 


The form will be up on the website soon, constant practice, we might get good at this 
now, a little voice in my head, practice makes perfect. | keep walking. 


23.05.2024 
>8:46 Crosshill (N of Dixon ave AND rd) 


THE SKY UNTHOUGHTFULLY DUMPS ITS WOES 
AND | STAND ON THE CONCRETE 
AND | RECEIVE THEM 


THROUGH MY CRINKLY JACKET 
THROUGH MY UGLY PLACEMENT JUMPER 
THROUGH MY EPIDERMIS (EW) 


EVEN IF | DON’T WANT IT TO 
THE DAMPNESS PENETRATES 
MY MOOD 


>21:12 A full day, too full for documentation. The No.7 bus was host to some 
static filming of people’s feet and passing tales on the street. Phone screen is on the 
fritz so have been unable to observe any (if any) DIWO activity in the Signal chat, but 
it's soaking wet outside which always seems to quieten the revolutionary activity. Long 
live the revolution! 


When I’ve had a spare moment the thoughts have been of broadsides again. 
What would a DIWO newspaper resemble? 


>22:18 What would’ve happened if Tony Wilson was never at The Lesser Free 
Trade Hall? 


24.05.2024 


>8:26 Mt Florida, N of Dixy 
Broadside broadside everywhere 

In my head and in my hair 

(and just like broadsides, nor here nor there) 


Oh, the broadside 

a platonic form of documentation? 

beautiful in form 

so much that the content hardly matters anymore 


>12:34 screen got frazzled then patient came in - cba writing the rest of this en- 
try, inspiration lost 


>20:42 broadsides also back on my mind, there are very few things you can't 
print on them, except of course very long pieces of text like The Lord of the Rings or 


full length portraits like ones by Lucien Freud and Sickert and more than a few scanned 
copies of bus tickets. 


Freddie and Chris have been working on our website today, and Freddie reiterated the 
need for facilitators at our meetings. As nice as it is hanging out DIWO needs to remain 
active and Make Things Happen ™ and a facilitator helps keep things on track. 


Wrote some extra-curricular documentation in the style of our time-stamped meeting 
notes last night, documentation ended just after 2am so you can imagine the sort of 
gibberish | was coming out with. 


Fatigue and burnout loom as ever. 


25.05.20204 
>23:34 Dixon avenue (in the home). 


As previously stated by Rory, the main collective activity over the past day has been 
via the Signal chat with regards to getting the website up and running. The show must 
go on, and it must be documented as it does so. 


It was a big day, long day, with lots of content (outer) and non-content (inner) to report 
back on. The Celtics were playing the Rangers in Hampden stadium, and the city air 
had an electric tingle to it, like those high-pitched noises emanated by little boxes at 
corner shops in America designed to dissuade teenagers from loitering. The buzz is 
quasi-inaudible, but permeates every interaction and movement and thought. 


| was kind of distracted all day long, and so was bathed in this buzzing feeling rather 
than being acutely observant of the moments it generated. | am going to list the three 
that stood out to me: 

- 2 dogs fighting or playing (difficult to tell) with each other, on the bit of pave- 
ment at the corner of Victoria road and Dixon Avenue. They are of comparable size 
and there is no obvious winner or loser— perhaps they are even having fun. One of the 
owners is in full Celtics attire, his green stripes accentuated by the gingery pallor of his 
skin, whilst the other fellow was a Rangers supporter, dressed down probably due to 
being in semi-Celtic territory. The men didn’t look at each other, or speak, axnd only 
communicated through their dogs 

- A father, assumed to be drunk or very uncoordinated, in full Celtic kit, holding 
his less than 6 week old baby whilst chasing down a laddy youth down Argyle street 
after he’d apparently said ‘m not a Tory but long live the queen’ 

- Man in Celtic uniform somersaults from the top of QP all the way down to 
Queen’s Drive, including over the tarmac strips and paths that draw hard little snakes 
through the grassy somersaulty softness 


These are all content, or ‘outer’ observations. My inner observations were mostly spent 
obsessing over Chris Kraus’s literary and artistic genius and reading her novels and 
biography and then tangentially reading about her husband and entourage and career 


path and that weird performance where she simulated having sex in the Catskills and 
her bad film and her dazzling intellect and wondering if | should’ve been born 50 years 
later so that | could actually be a reincarnation of Chris Kraus rather than a desperate 
fan. | also walked a lot which is usually good thing but sometimes can leave me a bit 
overwhelmed with my thoughts and I plan a million projects and ideas and pieces and 
interventions in my head on the walk but then | get back and I’ve done none of them, 
I’ve just been on a long walk and so I’m too tired to work which makes me feel like I’m 
not doing my practice and then | feel like a fake artist slash writer slash person in a very 
general sense from which follows loss of the self, loss of .... | could go on. So if nothing 
else, at least | wrote this entry. 


>23:38 nudged by noa just in time, but I’m actually taking a day off 


26.05.2024 


>18:27 Dixon Avenue, vicky road end 

The day began with the kind of rain that looks and penetrates the body like sea spray 
getting blown off the front of a ship. It was bright wet grey, which is my least favourite 
kind of weather. Bright wet grey, egging you on, ‘try and feel cheerful in this, i dare 
you’. | told bright wet grey to FUT the SHUCK up (a great spoonerism), but my brain 
disagreed and then proceeded to let the bright wet grey take over. 


The chat was mildly active, with El saying she’d send Freddie the documentation to- 
morrow. Anyway, | was in the flat, brooding and feeling terrible most of the day. Around 
16:00 | went for a walk in my long green coat on which rainwater beads into fat grapes, 
feeling like a hybrid between Simone Weil and Shrek. | possibly walked by Chris would 
was reading at Cibo but | was so NOT in the mood to speak to anyone that | walked 
straight by (Admitting this here, yes. Mea culpa). 


| had tried to call my mum because | hadn't spoken to her in a while and for some rea- 
son when I’m feeling bad my biggest irrational anxiety is that my mum will find out that 
I’m feeling bad, at which point | usually either push off communication for as long as 
possible (which makes me feel awful) or | phone right away to ‘reassure her that all is 
well’ (even though there was no way of her knowing | am feeling off, | get this feeling 
that she knows it, probably because at some point we were connected by the fat white 
cord known as the umbilical cord, and then it becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy where 
she senses l’m off because I’m actually off, thinks she can always tell, then sometimes 
when I’m actually good and fine and happy she decides that her spidey senses are 
tingling and has a well-intended, ill-placed ‘intervention’ which never goes well etc 
etc.). This early-calling technique is superior- it’s a bit like ripping off a band-aid, | get 
it over with, my fear is upended, and | can focus on how | am feeling rather than how 
my mother is feeling. 


The whole thing is incredibly Freudian now that | write it out, and | can’t believe it to be 
true. Is this what documentation is meant to be? A collection of words describing the 
impact of the bright wet grey on our moods and aspirations and relationships with our 
mothers? 

Since the walk | am feeling slightly better and I’ve just had an idea about presenting 


this documentation project publicly, as DIWO. Obviously there is the website (amazing, 
nxi'| — metsuyan, it means excellent in hebrew), but | was thinking of something more 
physical. And public. And random. And spatially relevant. Something along the lines 
of printing off this documentation, on a long and continuous narrow piece of paper, if 
possible, and photographing it around Govanhill. Or on several sheets, and pasting 
it all over, and photographing it, and leaving a number to call to text if they liked it or 
not. The number isn’t to actually know if they liked it, it’s more to gauge engagement 
and make it interactive. If possible, photograph people reading it. What do you think of 
this? Suddenly turns this collective turned personal documentation project into a tan- 
gible physical thing — will present this idea on Tuesday | think and see what everyone 
is feeling. 


>20:17 Say Yes - Elliott Smith 


The world today has consisted of bed, 8 hours of a greasy humid dishwashing area at 
Brooklyn Cafe, Lidl, and the kitchen at 71 Dixon Avenue. | cook | clean | wipe if chop | 
perspire | ooze | think think think think think. The thoughts have no substance, they are 
limbless. Afloat like some weak single-celled organism bobbing along on the tides of 
the primordial ooze. Maybe they will grow legs when I’m not so tired. 


My phone screen is fritzing again because of the humidity so | have no idea what 
DIWO has been up to today. | like to think my comrades have been present in any of 
the above locations (except bed) and | have simply been too busy to see them. | feel 
comforted knowing | am part of this secret community in Glasgow’s southside with 
which | can confide, collaborate, collude, communicate (all the c-words to do with 
group activity). Collective is another. Speaking of which, | was recently told that the 
root of the word Ceilidh is closer to ‘gathering’ than it is to dancing. Perhaps DIWO 
should host some kind of Ceilidh. 


It was proposed at a meeting a few weeks back that DIWO should contact as many art 
collectives in Glasgow as possible and assemble them in the Queen’s Park Amphithe- 
atre for a giant forum. | really like this idea. Making art as an individual can feel demor- 
alisingly isolating, and even joining a collective made up of disparate individuals who 
are yet to gel (though I do not think DIWO suffers from this). A giant collective meeting 
would be utter chaos but itd be really nice to see as much of Glasgow's art community 
in one place, and for them to see one another. | know l’d feel emboldened, though | 
wonder how many fights would break out... 


27.05.24 

Dixon Avenue 

>21:00 Belly as round as a globe. | ate supper with my parents at The Original 
Khyber+ on Kilmarnock Road about 40 minutes ago, was given a tour of their kitchen 


without being asked and feel as content as a very content person might feel. 


There’s been chatter in the DIWO chat today about a mysterious hit and run job along 


the Clyde, though no further details have been divulged. They requested a documen- 
tarian to attend though | think | may be too full/wiped out to attend despite indicating | 
was up for it earlier. All of my art-thinking happens in the morning, by evening time I’m 
too tired and full of thoughts to share my words with anyone but the Doc 


Documentation on the brain again today, specifically a personal project called Gov- 
anhell. It's a newsletter documenting the curiosities of our home Govanhill, planning 
to distribute across the area for enjoyment by the local community. | would obviously 
LOVE to publish it weekly but I’m becoming increasingly aware of my creative limita- 
tions. 


Speaking of which, | don’t think any of my recent entries have contained any actual 
thoughts, and the pressure to record laid on us by this 30-day onus we've bound our- 
selves to is evidenced by this mostly contentless entry. 


>23:11 Eglinton toll 

Walking back from the old Lotus Vegetarian- it’s been replaced with a Turkish tea and 
baklawa place, soon to be an institution. Pistachio, walnut, rosewater, orange blossom. 
We sat outside smoking rollies and drinking tea and the world was a much better place 
to be than yesterday. 


My friend Clarissa told me that it’s good to go to the same places all the time when you 
live away from home, far from your family, because they recognize you and know you 
and give you some meaningful regular interaction. | wonder if that’s why | always go to 
the same places, a horse in its track, a creature of habit. 


| see some people cycling across Butterbiggins road looking like they’re on a mission- | 
know it’s not DIWO but it makes me wonder if there are other groups like us exist, pe- 
rusing by night, moving, creating, changing the perceived world in an anonymous way. 


>00:24 Dixon Avenue 
Meant to continue but too tired. Good night! 


28.05.24 


>22:54 Good morning! The day off has been spent making too much coleslaw, 
smoking too many fags (feels fun then very bad) sleeping whilst listening to Lord of the 
Rings with ASMR rain sounds (though the rain was actually falling on the scaffolding 
outside and mobile data could have been by just reading the massive copy of the book, 
but then my eyes would’ve had to stay open) and concluded with a DIWO meeting in 
the ampitheatre where we discussed short term projects (everyone is away so we're 
saving the big ones) and reconnected. The DIWO meeting is a good way of re-centring 
on art for someone who works too frequently to have continuous thoughts about art. | 
always feel like I’m coming back to it a bit bleary-eyed, picking up parts | don’t recog- 
nise and ignoring the fucking MASSIVE list of ideas I’ve had that I’m supposed to be 
acting on. DIWO in it’s enduring regularity reminds me not to rush, there is time, we'll 
get round to it. 


Noa and | discussed a performance of this text, which | won't spoil now, but we are 
meeting to discuss it tomorrow and next tuesday wednesday and thursday. But we are 
only doing one take, because who wants to do any editing. Suddenly conscious that 
we've committed to not editing this document so anything | write will be read aloud 
boobs bum pee wee antidisestablishmentarianism unnerring intimate stars boobs bum 
wee. Take THAT Rory in one week’s time. 


>23:15 Dixon Avenue @ vicky rd 

The day was rain-heavy, hype heavy, type heavy, and altogether quite conceptually 
productive. Was not very productive in terms of actual doing (this seems to be a theme 
recurring in the DIWO liminal space at the moment) but I think this is due to circum- 
stance and not substance. 


We met under the bandstand in Queen’s Park, discussed future plans (banana bread, 
multicollective forum with flags), current plans (exhibition next week), Edie’s foot (site 
onset character radiation associated symptoms timing exacerbating factors scale), and 
a myriad of other things such as ‘what day are we both free’. | didn’t bring my phone so 
had no concept of time, but | feel like this took at least 25 minutes. 


Anyway, big things to come, DIWO is far from dormant. Stay tuned, and | cannot wait 
to read this all out in one long take next Tuesday. 


29.05.24 
The nether realm 


>17:40 furious at existence and being tired and how broken the bike is and how 
long onions take to caramelise and how out of reach it all is despite pouring gallons of 
effort into every thought. 


Some DIWO activity in the background today but | cannot focus on it. This project 
is once again becoming an alarmingly clear reflection of my creative energy levels. 
Perhaps it’s boredom? I’ve forced myself to do the same thing every day for nearly a 
month. | have not done this EVER. | perhaps naively thought this would get easier as it 
went on, but once | broke the rules (3rd person only) it became a total free for all, and 
I’ve stopped thinking about what I’m writing down. The performance of this text is going 
to end up being an illustration of my shortcomings, which | have to come to terms with 
before it is published. 


New member alert! Who is Alisha? Will they gel or will they smell? TBC. 


>23:11 Dixon Avenue (not so far from future exhibition site) 

Today was generally a good day (unlike Sunday, which was a terrible day). It began 
somewhat normally and without much positive or negative energy— Louis confirmed 
his heritage using emojis, plus some other messages which | didn’t have time or space 
to read. 


A man came in with a sore leg wondering why it was painful and how to make it go 
away. He told us he had been injecting cocaine into his groin, which is when it becomes 
most sore. He dropped his drawers and trousers, revealing everything— including a 
small abscess the size of a golf ball. Very sore looking indeed! Sent him off to hospital 
with some paracetamol and antibiotic cover. 


After this | had to go to my every 3-yearly eye checkup, which was months (8) over- 
due. They’ve been emailing me nearly weekly to remind me of how overdue | am and 
| decided on a whim to get them checked at the Newlands specsavers, also because | 
fancied getting a bagel at the tacky old but iconic bakery in Shawlands. It’s the kind of 
place where people with white hair and fragile-looking papery thin skin sit across from 
each other for hours and hours drinking white ‘cappucinos’ out of inverted glass prisms 
with loads of foam along with their buttered 100% white wheat flour toast in front of a 
large glass window, watching the rain drops slide down toward Earth. | sort of admire 
them and aspire to this form of existence someday because they they’ve already lived 
and made 80-90% of the mark (time-wise) they will have on this planet. My granny told 
me that getting old is liberating because ‘you don’t have to worry about your career- it’s 
already over. You don’t have to worry about being beautiful— you’re already old and no 
one looks at you anymore anyway-it is truly relaxing’. 


Anyway, | got my bagel, went to the optician’s. By the time | got there | was grumpy 
(no reason) and the optician (40-yo male) tried to tell me where to put my bag, which 
| completely disregarded. Then he mentioned it AGAIN, which made me properly an- 
noyed. He took pictures of the back of my eyes, put in those drops that make you look 
like you’re 18 again with pupils like saucers. We got onto talking about the zine (not 
sure how) and then he told me he used to be in fashion and how fashion is all about 
maximizing the body part that gives you your mojo, because apparently everyone has 
that (ne popped his bum out to demonstrate) (does this mean that his bum is his per- 
sonal mojo-giving body part). 


| was actually kind of sad to leave the consultation by the end and it had energized me 
for my walk home which | spent replying to about 13 different voice notes from friends 
| had been ignoring and various family members (mostly my aunt) about my sister’s 
upcoming birthday. 


WORK WORK WORK INTERLUDE WORK WORK WORK 


| also cracked out my bicycle for the first time in a while— | haven’t been cycling be- 
cause everything on my bicycle is either broken or about to break but my lift couldn't 
drive me to Newton Mearns from Giffnock today so | braved the 2-wheeled beast, my 
ungrateful steel framed stallion. The sun was shining on my skin and | was listening to 
New Bottega in my earphones and | couldn’t stop thinking about how much better this 
day was than Sunday and basically the entire bank holiday weekend. | thought about 
this upcoming exhibition and should | write a ‘blurb’ and actually | am a bit nervous to 
sit So unanonymously on Vic rd and claim this ‘bad art’ as my own, usually | can just 
run away or hide under the veil of the fact that it’s ‘bad art’ or ‘not my art’ or maybe not 
even art at all, but it’s actually important that we do this- oh god just realizing this cringe 
entry is going to have to go into the recording and reading it might be a chore. 


Post Hebrew | felt like a gazelle on wheels (the bike held up) and | whizzed all the way 
down to Rory’s. Meeting was productive and successful and we ironed out details of 
exhibition, including some amazing visual communication. 


Most recently | got some tahina from Abdi who gave me 50p off because | pay in cash 
and | go through so much of it, and also threw in a pomegranate because he knows 
how much | love them, and | asked him to order in some sirop d’orgeat which I'll give 
to my sister for her birthday because it is the drink of our shared childhood. 


Anyway, good day, | still don’t understand how days can go so terribly wrong or so 
terribly right when most of the ingredients are or could be the same- to discuss further 
at a later date. Gnite 


>23:18 Watching Noa write her entry feels overly voyeruistic but also must be docu- 
mented. A personal apology will be required. Can she do it. I’m going to look away now 
it feels like common decency demands it. 


30.05.2024 


>18.15 East of Dixon Avenue, not sure about the latitude (Edinburgh airport) 
Quite a lot of DIWO activity today. | think a bunch of people met for coffee at CIBO, and 
Rory sent me a small documented note from the meeting: 


Thursday Afternoon, Victoria Road 
A group of mothers gather at CIBO for a late lunch. A group of artists sit at the table 
next to them smoking cigarettes and discussing things beyond their reach. 


However, I’ve been hit with a massive wave of tiredness and my eyes are barely able 
to focus on any visual stimulus (they’re going into laptop sleep mode) despite all the 
children and adults yelling around me. | think they’re upset because their flight has 
been delayed by yet another 35 minutes. Everyone keeps hurrying up to queue, and 
then hurrying to sit down, then hurrying to queue again. Hurry! Up! And! Wait! 


When I’m in an airport alone (usually this is the case) a funny thing happens where my 
brain switches off but my eyes and I’m able to nearly sleep whilst sitting. And that is ex- 
actly what I’m going to do. Pray | don’t miss my flight. Pray for the new Papyrus-fonted 
home shop on Vicky rd. 


>20:54 Chris and Rory and Edie meet Alisha at CIBO at 1. Rory trying to revive 
his visual art, wakes up long enough to thoroughly enjoy new first impressions, Chris 
clearly engaged. Conversation flows so easily between DIWO members, we are all 
serious about communicating our ideas. 


But there is no time for them all. Morbidity stalks the remainder of the day, | bore wit- 
ness to the spoiled brat of an accomplished artist couple interested only in money and 
victory. Feel like I’m fighting with myself. This art-hating rich-child is my inner voice 


manifest, and | cannot convince him that art is worth doing. | showed him a book of 
Paul Hogarth drawings today and he had to pay attention because | said he wasn’t 
allowed his crisps till after homework which he could not do on the subway. | flicked 
through the book and asked him which drawings were good and which were bad. This 
was in response to his question to me on whether an illustration of some sports com- 
mentators was a good drawing. | couldn’t answer and told him to decide for himself. 


Does DIWO care about art? | don’t know what I’m making. 


31.05.24 
Dixon AVENUE in the last great thrust of sunlight of the day 


>18:02 I am 1 month away from being out of an overdraft that has dogged me for 
nearly 10 years. 2 months ago | planned to be out of it by the time | was 30 in October 
this year, but I’ve been working so much and trying to spend very little so we are WAY 
ahead of schedule unless | fuck it in characteristic style. | just need to be a good boy for 
one more month then lIl have a cushion with which to live comfortably. All those years 
of depression and self-destructive impulsive spending could be behind me if | just toe 
the line, go to work, don’t fall into the false assumption that | am rich, which is easy to 
do when you're used to being 2 grand in debt and you get even a tiny bit of scratch in. 


DIWO looks to be getting a physical space, thought | doubt this will ground our genera- 
tive thinking. If anything it will accelerate it. Chris said the space from OUTERSPACES 
will be somewhere near central Glasgow which is good. A nexus point for non-south- 
side members to meet. Lots of people are away at the moment and our last meeting felt 
a little disparate/desperate trying to make things happen ™ despite an empty bench. 
Absent members, your absence is felt. 


Now to draw, and dream of future actions. 


>23.15 very far south of Dixon, and possibly a bit east (antwerp) 

Scratched this one out in the nick of time on a napkin in a restaurant in Antwerp. Brass 
rimmed tables and ceilings, dark wood furniture, people from an older time painted in 
old framed by ornate squares on the wall. 


My best friend’s dad is getting married tomorrow, and | am assisting as a +1 at the 
bachelor party. | keep having the thought - how did | get here - | am smoking a square 
cigar and choking down a postprandial whisky outside on plastic lawn furniture of a 
hotel where signage in english labelling the toilet and closet is a design choice. 


Oh, Belgium, or as | thought of it for much of my childhood, France’s cute little sibling. 
My first time in Flanders and I’ve already enjoyed the most crisp and voluptuous fries 
(chips). | hate mayonnaise but the smooth silky vinegary gold hued dip that enveloped 
the tip of each fry was both aesthetically and gastronomically satisfying. 


DIWO collective happened but | was too busy all day to check in properly - bad docu- 


mentarian here! Very keen on a space and all the possibilities this would allow us. Lets 
build something, lets make fries and gold hued silky smooth dips. 


01.06.24 
dix 


>22:11 A pinch and a punch for the first of the month. Zero visible DIWO activity 
on a very sunny day. A friendship scars irreparably. 


223.03 south of of dix, Antwerp 

From a loud bar, the 1st of June has rung in some 60 year old newlyweds. Now we're 
playing chouffe themed Jenga and chess and drinking Jenever and chouffe and | hav- 
en't noticed any DIWO activity as of yet, but | also have not been on my phone much. 
| hope Rory is feeling okay because it’s not easy to find actual good close friends on 
this planet. 


02.06.2024 


>08:33 south of dix (antwerp bus stop) 

My eyes are very small and squinty from little sleep and a tiny bird is hopping on the 
very flat, very uncracked pavement in front of the bus stop and me. It’s trying to pick 
up grains of sand with its beak, | read somewhere once that these are good for their 
digestive tracts. It also smells of petrol and reminds me of summers at my granny’s 
near the ocean where people would be spilling petrol all over the show when taking 
their massive boats out of the water. 


I’m struggling now to write entries that have no personal element, | don’t know if that 
makes my documentation worse or better. | am slightly nervous to read these to DIWO 
as they may feel that they don’t have enough to do with collective activities, but | will 
try and explain instead how the action is a form of this bla bla bla. 


The little bird has moved onto cigarette butts. | scare it away because | read some- 
where once that these are one of the biggest killers of small birds. The bird flies away, 
and | left am alone, with my small squinty eyes, waiting for the bus. 


>13:53 By the bins, Brooklyn Cafe 

mood immeasurably improved by a visit from 2nd Lt. James Spencer to Brooklyn Cafe, 
which is currently undergoing an enormous Sunday rush service. | am full of elation 
and adrenaline and I'd better get back inside before | drop the ball. Freddie shed a tear 
at a picture posted in the DIWO chat of new home decor shop front on Victoria Road 


03.06.24 


>14:28 Top deck of the No. 4 with a heading of The West End 

A woman with a big tshirt that says the “the best things in life are...” her jacket ob- 
scures what l’d assume would be some text that reads “free” but cannot confirm. | am 
left to assume that the printed pictures of butterflies and irises adorning the shirt are 
what the original text is referring to. The best things in life are butterflies and irises. A 
strong hypothesis. 


It’s fucking hot again hwgc. Chris finished some philosophical writings that he shared in 
the DIWO chat which | obviously haven't found the time to read yet and also because 
the idea of engaging with philosophy on any higher level than | am forced to by my 
default settings terrifies me. Also a bit of an inferiority complex | suspect. | find it hard 
to reconcile my natural competitiveness with the collaborative generative nature of the 
collective sometimes. If we’re sharing ideas part of me wants mine to be the best idea 
and have everyone say “well done Rory you had the best idea and it doesn’t matter if 
you don’t actually follow through with it like all the others you’ve proposed because we 
were all there to see you have it and gaze at you with wonder, lust and envy.” But I’m 
working on that. 


>23:35 dix at vic 
Rory had to nudge me again for this one - DIWO’s been present ish, with C. pike’s 
philosophical writings in existence (| haven't read them yet). 


The recording device arrived at Day-to-day and | basically ran home because | was so 
excited to try it. | ripped open the stock Amazon cardboard packaging, which revealed 
a smaller-than-expected box. Inside this box: the much awaited 24.99 GBP device. It 
looks, if not exactly, then a lot, like my first mp3 player. | lay in my bed fiddling around 
with the recording settings and listening to myself speak- as if | don’t do that enough. 


They say it takes one month to form a new habit. I’ve never fully understood this, most- 
ly because there are very few things that | do every single day (the only thing | can re- 
ally say that | do daily without fail is floss and brush and put my mouth guard in before 
bed). Rory still nudging me past 10pm says something about me forgetting to do it and 
the habit being unformed, and | suppose in some way that’s true. But the actual doc- 
umentation- the act of writing down an entry a day- has become fluid and natural, like 
a second skin (weird analogy- prob more like flossing and brushing and putting in my 
mouth guard). lm a creature of habit, but also very bad at keeping up habits despite 
my best intentions. This has been and continues to be a major roadblock for me in 
terms of my art, because | feel like | can’t document enough to fulfill my unrealistic ex- 
pectations of what documenting everything would look like. This documentation was in 
a way, a meta documentation of what it feels like to have a habit, and proof that what it 
takes to be a documentarian is the stamina to do it regularly, rather than needing to be 
a super genius to describe each stone, each hair, each font on the shop fronts passing 
by my vantage point on bike or bus. A narrative experiment, an exercise in confidence. 
All thought and no doc makes Jack very dull and insecure indeed. Do it, and do it every 
day, if only a little. le-at le-at. The proof is in the pudding. 


04.06.24 


>14:17 bewildered by the end of it all. Endings are hard to write when you don’t want to 
end it. | shouldn't think. I’ve broken the rules of the original brief so many times, princi- 
pally the requirement to write in the 3rd person only. 


The project was proposed as a documentation of DIWO Collective activity and whilst 
we made the fair assumption that parts of ourselves would enter into the narrative (it 
is inevitable with all documentation, there is no objectivity, a rock is never just a rock) 
we set the rules | think to ensure that the writing would remain focused on documenti 
collective activity. Instead we have allowed this writing to become our sole collective 
activity, we have each become engrossed by a dialogue about documentation at the 
expense of actually engaging with and driving forward DIWO. | would not like to attach 
success or failure parameters to this project, but it is on my mind. 


It feels a little disingenuous to return to the rules at the death, like someone recanting 
a confession before execution by firing squad, but why not. | don't believe in ‘too late’. 


DIWO is meeting tonight, Rory and Noa will miss the start of the meeting as they are 
recording this text for performance on Thursday. Chris is too tired to facilitate but will 
attend. The DIWO website has been down for a week now. Govanhill is beset by high 
winds but bathed in sunshine. This entry may be the final words of a month’s work or 
Noa may finish it off later. Have you ever thought about what the last thing you said in 
a month was? Document it. 


>17.48 dix at vic 

Cutting it close here- it is sunny muggy wet blue sky, threatening to pour down or shine 
hot enough to burn even though the air itself is cool- very similar to the first night this 
form of documentation took place. It’s no less than a small surprise (and perhaps a 
miracle) that the project actually came to fruition, and in a juicier way than previously 
imagined. Not because of a belief that the collaborators, or that DIWO as an entity, are 
unable to produce something over a timeline, but because documenting consistently 
requires mental energy and stamina (though not much time, as it turns out). 


DIWO meets tonight without Rory and Noa, who will be reading this out in probably 
about 2.5 hours. The glass of the kitchen window is cleaner somehow than at the 
beginning of this documentation, and the tenement flats across the street look like 
someone's been taking care. Or maybe they were like this before and now are just be- 
ing noticed. It feels like a big deal to be signing off in no particular way, or without any 
grand sentence or words of wisdom or something deep that isn’t corny. It isn’t coming 
to mind. 


Finishing with a description: 

Documenting is like flossing and brushing and putting in your mouthguard. It doesn’t 
change day to day (missing a day won't give you a mouthful of cavities), but the ac- 
cumulation of documentation over time is somehow more satisfying. Little but often, 
chronicle the mundane. Do it with others - DIWO - the accumulation will happen itself, 
but never alone. 


06.06.2024 


Victoria Road 


> 


